From Scotland to Finland

ARRIVING in Edinburgh Sunday morning on the sleeper from
London, I met Lieutenant Peter VanderPoel and Lieutenant
Handle, of the United States Navy, at the North British
Hotel. With two Scotland Yard escorts, we spent the day
tramping all over the place.
""^Troops filled Princes Street. The British have very large
forces in the north, and the city was even more saturated
than London. Edinburgh has had few raids, and the
Germans never have been able to hit the Firth of Forth
bridge, but the Nazis were over Glasgow pretty regularly
these nights, and there was a general feeling that trouble
might be in the offing.
Traeman, of the Ministry of Information's Edinburgh *
office, called in the afternoon, took me to the great docks
where crews were loading the first deliveries of medium
tanks for transport over the northern route to Russia. It
was Sunday, and this was Edinburgh, but work was going
full blast.
Captain Hulbertson, of the Air Ministry in London,
gave me a military phone number to call when I reached
Edinburgh and a word of identification to speak. I
made this long-distance call to northern Scotland in the
morning.
Before dinner, I received the answer and private in-
structions from the R.A.F. Fighter Command headquarters.
This was final The R.A.F. was going to put her across that
night.
I was to take a troop train north at eight-fifteen, get
off at a junction. " Leave the rest to me/5 the wing com-
mander said. " A man will know you by the description
we have. He will identify himself. Come on, and good
luck."                                                                       6
I boarded the train in the black-out at Waverley Station.